No. 229. September 26, 1710
As gentle shepherd in sweet eventide, When ruddy Phcsbus 'gins to welk in West, High on an hill, his flock to view en wide, Marks which do bite their hasty supper best; A cloud of cumbrous gnats do him molest, All striving to infix their feeble stings, That from their 'noyance he nowhere can rest; But with his clownish ha?ids their tender wings He brusheth oft, and oft doth mar their murmuring*}*
If ever I should want such a fry of little authors to attend me, I shall think my paper in a very decaying condition. They are like ivy about an oak, which adorns the tree at the same time that it eats into it; or like a great man's equipage, that do honour to the person on whom they feed. For my part, when I see myself thus attacked, I do not consider my antagonists as malicious, but hungry, and therefore am resolved never to take any notice of them.
As for those who detract from my labours without being prompted to it by an empty stomach, in return to their censures I shall take pains to excel, and never fail to persuade myself, that their enmity is nothing but their envy or ignorance.
Give me leave to conclude, like an old man and a moralist, with a fable:
The owls, bats, and several other birds of night, were one day got together in a thick shade, where they abused their neighbours in a very sociable manner. Their satire at last fell upon the sun, whom they all agreed to be very troublesome, impertinent, and inquisitive. Upon which the sun, who overheard them, spoke to them after this manner: " Gentlemen, I wonder how you dare abuse one that you know could in an instant scorch
1 "Faerie Oueene," I. i. 22, 23. 174